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Tip  Top  Tailors 

Lower  Price  for  Spring 
Suit  or  Overcoat  $24.00 


ff  Varsity  men  know  the  un- 
equalled value  of  Tip-Top  Made- 
to-Measure  Suits  and  Overcoats. 
The  announcement  of  a  new, 
lower  price  for  spring  will  be  of 
special  interest. 

fl  This  is  not  for  a  temporary 
sale,  but  a  downward  revision 
of  our  price  to  $24  and  it  goes 
into  effect  NOW.  All  lines  are 
included — suits,  overcoats,  tux- 
edos and  evening  dress  clothes 
— everything  at  one  price. 

fl  Lower  cost  of  materials  alone 
has  made  possible  this  reduction. 
Other  expenses — rents,  overhead 
and  labor  are  practically  the 
same  as  before,  but  a  lessening 
of  material  costs  has  effected 
this  saving.  Our  plan  of  retail- 
ing through  our  own  stores 
gives  patrons  instant  benefit  of 
a  lower  price. 

fl  The  new  price  of  $24  means 
that  Tip-Top  clothes  give  greater 
value  than  ever  before.  This  re- 
duction comes  at  a  most  oppor- 
tune time — when  spring  clothes 
are  in  demand. 

fl  Remember  Tip-Top  clothes  are 
MADE-TO-MEASURE.  Orders 
for  Easter  delivery  should  be 
placed  AT  ONCE. 


Tip 
Top 
Tail 


ors 


245 
Yonge 
Street 


HEY,  REUBEN ! 

Si  Whiffletree,  McGill  University  Student  from 

Sims'  Corners,  Quebec,  interviews 

STEPHEN  LE ACOCK 


This  astounding  piece  of  humor 
will  appear  exclusively  in 

The  Collegiate  World 

for  April.  The  best  college  wit,  exchange  of 
student  opinion,  timely  collegiate  news  ap- 
pear in   this  publication. 

SISGLE  COPY,  15c 
BY  THE  \EAR,  SI. 50 


The  Collegiate  World 


HI  N.  Market  St. 


Chicago,   1/.S..4. 


RELIABILITY 


This  Magazine  was  printed  by 

PRINTERS  GUILD, 
Limited 

Who  would  appreciate  the  orders 
of  other  University  Organizations 


Office: 

8  University  Ave. 

Adel.  3930 


University 
Representative 

Allan  Moore 
Trinity  '23 


The  Goblin 


7^r0.61 


J.  Brotherton 

Shoes  and  Sporting  Goods 

College    Outfitters 
for    all    Sports  .  .  . 


580  Yonge  Street 


Lost,  Strayed  or  Stolen 


A  WOMAN'S  WAY. 

"No,  I  have  never  smoked  before,"  she  said, 
lowing  rings.  — Frivol. 


Kind  Old  Lady:     "What  would  you  say  if  I 
gave  you  a  nice  glass  of  lemonade?" 

Neighbour's  Child:     "Here's  lookin'  at  you." 
— Buffalo  Express. 


AT  THE  HOCKEY  GAME. 

Cox:     "A  good  many  holes  in  the  combination, 


eh' 


Box:     "Yeh,  regular  porous-knit." 


Little  Willie  wondered  why 
Acid  troubled  alkali. 
So  in  manner  very  placid 
Fed  the  kitty  prussic  acid. 


Thereupon  the  cat  grew  frantic, 
Executing  many  an  antic. 
"Oh,"  cried  Willie,  mystified, 
"Pussy  must  be  alkalied." 

— Exchange. 


The  Diet  Kitchen  Tea  Rooms 

72   Bloor  Street   W.,   Toronto 


Breakfast  Luncheon 

Afternoon  Tea         Dinner 


OPEN  SUNDAYS  Phone  North  4382 


See  here,  old  man- 
How  about  filling  out 
the  coupon  in  the  lower 
right  -  hand  corner  at 
once  —  you  rnay  be 
dead  to-rnorrow  and 
we  will  be  out  $  1 .25. 

Do  you  realize  the 
benefits  of  the  Goblin 
—  it's  as  funny  as  a 
dairyman  running  a 
foundry. 

If  every  reader  sends  in 
his  subscription,  the  en- 
tire Goblin  staff  will  be 
able  to  take  a  trip- 
as   soon   as  the 
ferry     starts 
running 


For  the 
enclosed 
$i.  25  please 
send  me  7  issues 
f  the  GOBLIN, 


THE  GOBLIN 


H  University  Ave. 


Toronto 


The  Goblin 


BETTY    BROWN    CANDIES 


Gentlemen 
and 
Freshmen  ! 


WHETHER  you  go  in  for  "fussing"  or  prefer  the 
quiet  kind,  you'll  add  several  notches  to  your  popu- 
larity by  taking  a  box  of  my  real  old-style  home- 
made candies  with  you.  I  use  only  fine  cane 
sugar,  fresh  creamery  butter,  pure  chocolate,  and 
thick  cream  from  the  farm,  sweet  as  country  air. 
A  taste  of  heaven  in  a  box ;  they're  made  in  my 
spotless  kitchen  fresh  every  hour.  The  small  sum 
of  70  cents  buys  a  generous* pound  package  and 
leaves  you  enough  for  carfare. 

My'Betty  Brown  candies  may  be  ordered  by  mail  from 
my  home  address,  9  Dundas  Street  West,  Toronto,  or 
will  be  delivered  to  your  room  if  you  call  up  Main 
4975. 

Other  shops  in  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Belleville,  Hamilton, 
Kitchener,  London. 


In  the  Front  Row. 
Wrinkle,  wrinkle,  little  star; 

Shows  how  old  you  really  are; 

Through  my  lorgnette  I  can  trace 

Furrows  in  your  smiling  face! 

— Judge. 


Mabel- 
Lizzie- 


-Bill's  filing  his  old  love  letters. 
-Were  they  as  rough  as  that? 


THE  FROCK  SHOP 

145  Bloor  Street   East 


A  wealthy  American  lady  is  advertising  for  a 
husband  who  "must  be  well  dressed."  Many  needy 
gentlemen  are  pressing  their  suits. 

— Passing  Show. 


BREEZY. 

She:     "You  know  you've  got  an  awfully  fresh 
air  about  you." 

He:     "Yep!  I  always  blow  about  myself." 
— Jack  o'  Lantern. 


STYLE     HEADQUARTERS 

Where  Society    Brand    Clothes  are  sold 


Fine  Spring  Clothing 
and  Haberdashery 


fcotirty 
?Jran5 
(JItalhfa 


OPEC  I  ALLY 
^  bought  to 
meet  the  very 
exacting  stan- 
dards of  the 
DUNFIELD 
clientele  ---  and 
marked  at  prices 
which  represent 
an  unusually 
close  margin  of 
profit. 


Exceptional  ap- 
parel at  excep- 
tional prices. 
Compare  ! 


102  Yonge  St. 


The  Gublin 


The  Gobi;,, 
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"I'm  putting  it  across,"  said  the  man  who  could 
not  write,  signing  his  will. 


STRONG  SENTIMENT. 

Epistaxis  (feelingly) :    "Whatcha    got    on    the 
iip,  Christmas  cheer?" 
Toiki  Oike:   "No,  School  spirit." 


THE  GREAT  LOVER. 


"I  love  you,"  I  said  to  dark-eyed  Claire, 

"I  love  you,"  to  fair  Elaine, 
"I  love  you,"  to  Anne  of  the  mad  black  hair 

And  Alice,  refreshingly  plain. 

"I  love  you,"  to  Joan  of  the  winning  smile. 
To  Eve  of  the  wee  cheery  face, 
To  Marion,  deep  in  studied  guile, 
And  Mary — Madonna-like  grace. 

Now,  to  love  them  all  and  to  love  each  one 

Were  bad  and  impossible  too ; 
A  terrible  fix  (if  it  could  be  done)  — 

But  the  h— 1  of  it  is  I  do ! 


RAH,    RAH,    RAH. 

Eney:    "The  Police  Gazette  is  rather  raw." 
Meeny:  "Nonsense,  it's  been  roasted  for  years." 


FOUR  OF  A  KIND 


Henry:  "There's  a  man  in  my  boarding  house 
who  has  run  in  most  of  the  Harrier  and  Track 
teams." 

Etta:  "What  faculty  is  he  in?" 

Henry:    "None,  he's  a  policeman." 


bifehte 


Short  History  of  William  the  Conqueror 


William  looked  across  the  dinner-table  at  the 
queen,  his  wife. 

"To-morrow,  my  dear,"  he  said,  "  I  shall  con- 
quer Angleterre." 

"Yes,"  replied  Matilda,  "you  will  wear  your 
shooting-jacket,  I  suppose,  and  you  will  want  your 
evening  clothes  as  well.  I,  of  course,  will  go 
with " 

"This  is  a  business  trip,  my  dear,"  interrupted 
William. 

"Oh,  that  is  understood,  I  merely  wished  to  see 
that  you  did  not  trip  while  about  your  bus " 

"You  will  not  go,"  declared  William,  striding 
out  of  the  room. 

"This  settles  my  hash,"  she  murmured,  as  she 
drained  her  husband's  untouched  liqueur. 

William  called  for  his  chancellor. 

'  To-morrow,"  he  said,  "I  shall  conquer  Angle- 
terre!" 

"Why?"  asked  the  chancellor,  wearily. 

"For  the  land's  sake!"  returned  William. 

The  court  laughed  heartily  at  this  sally.  .  "Get 
out  the  Domesday  Book  and  make  a  note  of  that 
joke,"  said  the  chancellor,  "in  about  a  thousand 
years  somebody  will  try  to  pull  it  as  an  original 
one.  Also,  I  nominate  myself  for  the  order  of  the 
cut-glass  pyjamas  as  being  the  first  to  see  the 
point." 

The  King  considered  for  a  moment:  "You  may 
have  the  order  of  the  ebony  garter,  instead." 

"No  metal  can  touch  me,"  said  the  chancellor, 
with  resignation. 

The  morning  dawned  bright,  except  for  the 
rain.    The  army  was  soon  assembled. 

"We  will  have  prayers  before  starting,"  said 
William. 

"Wby?!'  asked  the  chancellor,  with  a  yawn. 

"For  g-qodness'  sake!"  replied  William. 

Those  of  the  Court  who  were  awake  laughed 
heartily.    ! 

"Get  out  the  Domesday  Book,"  said  the  chan- 
cellor, gloomily,  "also  I  nominate  myself  for  the 
Order  of  the  Glue-lired  Socks  as  being  the 
first  .  .  ." 

"You  may  have  the  Order  de  la  Collar  Linge," 
broke  in  William. 

"An  arrow  escape,"  commented  the  chancellor. 

Upon  arrival  at  London  the  company  broke  up. 
William  and  the  chancellor  as  leading  principal 
and  chief  comedian  could  afford  to  register  at  the 
Ritz.  The  rest  of  the  troupe,  however,  had  to  go 
elsewhere. 
It  was  now  evening. 

"We  will  go  to  the  bar  and  have  a  drink,"  said 
William. 


"Pourquoi."  asked  the  chancellor,  — "I  always 
bite." 

"For  my  sake,"  responded  William. 

"Never  mind  getting  out  the  Domesday  Book," 
sighed  the  chancellor.  "Posterity  can  have  that 
one  if  they  want  it.    Well-bottoms  up!" 

"I'm  going  to  see  if  I  can  dig  up  a  little  game  of 
penny  ante,"  he  continued,  "do  you  want  to  play 
or  go  to  bed." 

William  allowed  that  he  had  better  go  to  bed, 
so  he  parted  with  the  chancellor  at  the  bottom  of 
the  elevator-shaft,  and  spent  twenty-five  minutes 
trying  to  find  room  696. 

As  soon  as  he  opened  the  door  he  knew  that 
there  was  someone  in  the  room.  Yes !  In  the  arm- 
chair by  the  fire,  with  her  back  towards  him,  was 
a  woman.  Ha,  thought  William,  a  conquest! 
The  lady  was  in  negligee  and  her  abundant  brown 
hair  fell  about  her  white  shoulders.  She  had  ap- 
parently fallen  asleep  and  in  her  posture  there 
was  something  vaguely  familiar.  Surely  it  must 
be  someone  he  had  known  in  the  past.  Could  it 
be  the  Duchess  of  Z!  He  tiptoed  forward  to  a 
position  from  which  he  could  see  her  face. 

Oh,  damn!  exclaimed  William. 

It  was  Matilda. 


AT  THE  MUSICALE 


ISN'T  HUGH'S   SINGING  HEAVENLY? 
WELL,  IT  CERTAINLY  IS  UNEARTHLY. 


"I  say,"  said  the  Sub.  to  the  Colonel, 
"These  rations  are  worse  than  infolonel; 

Just  look  at  this  steak, 

No  wonder  we  eak 
In  all  of  our  regions  intolonel !" 


FAMOUS  LAST  LINES. 

"  Tis  false!"  she  shrieked, 
running  her  hands  through  her 
hair. 

"  'Tis  false,  'tis  true,"  the  vil- 
lain leered. 

She  pierced  him  with  a  look. 
He  dropped  his  eyes,  and  pick- 
ing up  his  step,  went  on. 


Another  Typographical  Error. 

"Where  will  you  reside?"  ask- 
ed the  reporter,  of  the  young 
bridal  couple. 

"At  the  Old  Manse,"  replied 
the  bride. 

And  the  item  in  the  local  pa- 
per, a  month  later,  read  thus: 

"Mr.  Hardup  and  his  bride, 
formerly  Miss  Millions,  have  re- 
turned from  their  honeymoon. 
They  will  live  at  the  old  man's." 


"My  son,"  said  the  farmer,  "if 
you  have  a  spark  of  genius  in 
you,  water  it." 


AN  EPITAPH. 

Cornelius  McGann 
Was  kicked  by  a  can 
Tankerous  an 
Imal  in  the  pan 
Ts,  here  he  lies. 


TRUTHFUL. 

He  said:  "Your  rug  is  on  the 
line, 
And  I  would  gladly  beat  it. 
If  you  will  give  me  first  a  lunch, 
And  a  little  time  to  eat  it." 

So  when    his    hunger   was    ap- 
peased, 
He  quickly  left  his  seat. 
He  did  exactly  as  he  said, 
He  beat  it — down  the  street. 


A  Club  Bag. 

Co-Ed  (at  her  first  ball  game) 
— Isn't  the  pitcher  splendid?  He 
hits  the  club  nearly  every  time. 


SAY  IT  WITH  GOBLINS- 
THEY  SATISFY. 


WHASHISH? 

The  Ingenue  looks  meek  and  mild, 

As  innocent  as  any  child. 

But  where  does  she  go 

After  the  show? 

That's  what  a  lot  of  us  want  to  know. 

The  Movie  Censors,  old  and  grey, 
Protect  our  morals  from  decay. 
But  where  do  they  keep 
The  stuff  that's  "steep"? 
That's    what's    making    us    lose    our 
sleep. 

The    Whiskey     Spotters,    grave    and 

glum, 
All  frown  on  whiskey,  gin  and  rum. 
But  where' ve  they  got 
The   shots   they   spot? 
That's  what  ive'd  like  to  know.     Eh, 

what? 

The  eager  stude  forgets  his  looks 

And  hides  his  features  in  his  books. 

But  what  does  he  do 

After  he's  through? 

That'*  what  a  lot  of  us  ivish  we  knew. 


POVERTY  PETE:  IT'S  CERTAIN- 
LY DANGEROUS  TO  BE  OUT 
IN  THE  STREETS  THESE 
NIGHTS,  WITH  SO  MANY 
HOLD-UPS  GOING  ON. 

CIGAR-BUTT  SAM:  YOU  NEED- 
NT  WORRY;  IF  A  THUG  SAW 
YOU  HE'D  JUST  THINK  YOU 
WERE  DOING  THAT  SIDE  OF 
THE  STREET. 


dffl&iftlA 
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So  >ou 
Oh   no. 


re  an  American,  Old  Bean? 
I'm  from  Boston! 


THE  HISTORY 

OF  YOUR  NAME 

% 

Bettiah   Hodleigh 


BUDWEISER. 

VARIATIONS  —  Budweizer, 
Budsshweisher,  Bud(hic)weis- 
her,  Milwaukee's  Fame,  beer, 
suds,  etc. 

RACIAL  ORIGIN  —  Milwau- 
kee. 

SOURCE  —  Now  uncertain. 
Sometimes  pints,  quarts  and 
barrels. 

There  are  very  likely  a  num- 
ber of  families  now  bearing  the 
name  of  this  ancient  beverage. 
The  "Bud"  denotes  to  blossom 
or  to  burst  with  exuberance 
thro'  swinging  doors.  The  "wei- 
ser"  is  a  variation  of  the  old 
English  word  "wiser"  ("a  sad- 
der and  a  budweiser  man") 
meaning:  "there's  no  flies  on 
him"  or  "bubbles  in  his  think- 
tank. — there  are  none." 

At  one  time  it  was  considered 
a  slur  on  a  man's  name  to  prefix 
it  with  Budweiser,  such  as: 
"Budweiser  Brown,  the  wife 
beater." 

Now,  however,  it  is  consider- 
ed a  graceful  acknowledgement 
of  a  man's  position  to  connect 
him  with  a  large  amount  of  this 
beverage.  The  prefix  Budweiser 
before  a  man's  name  to-day  in- 
fers that  he  has  a  host  of 
friends  and  is  able  to  entertain 
them  with  success.  Next  month 
the  history  of  the  name  "Blotto" 
— Earst  Comedv  News  Service. 


Distilled  Waters  Run  Deep! 


We  notice  in  a  daily  paper  the  death  of  a 
vaudeville  actor  at  the  age  of  103.  This  man  was 
famous  as  the  first  person  to  crack  a  joke  about 
Hamilton. 


"You  show  signs  of  sterling  quality."  said  the 
burglar  to  the  family  silver. 


Goblin  wants  to  know  when  the  Statue  of  Lib- 
erty is  to  be  moved  to  Montreal. 


Never  run  after  a  street  car  or  a  woman,  there 
will  he  another  along  in  a  few  minutes.  There 
aren't  so  many  after  midnight  hut  they  go  faster. 


£?£ 


SKI    -     ING.     BJ     Merrill     Denison 

ILL  V  S  T  R  A  T  E  D      BY       THE      AUTHOR 


Ski-ing  is  an  outdoor  pastime,  dangerous  in 
character,  and,  invented  by  the  Scandinavian 
Sport  Clothes  Manufacturers  Association  and 
loaned  by  them  to  the  rest  of  the  tailoring  world. 
It  is  played  by  two  or  more  players  and  re- 
quires a  winter,  lots  of  snow,  two  straight  pieces 
of  wood  turned  up  at  the  ends  and,  if  possible, 
warped  slightly,  a  large  round  hill  and  a  perfect 
contempt  for  life  and  limb,  for  its  execution.  An- 
other, of  the  hardier  Norse  Breed,  might  say  its 
enjoyment.  But  we,  of  the  Latin  Race,  with  a 
certain  penchant  for  Beach  Combing,  as  the 
greatest  of  outdoor  sports,  say  and  say  advisedly, 
having  but  recently  ski-ed,  execution. 

The  thick  end  of  a  bamboo  fishing  pole  may  be 
carried  in  the  right  or  left  hand  or  both.  It  facili- 
tates tripping.  Sport  clothes  are  worn.  (This  is 
essential.  It  embraces  the  whole  purpose  of  the 
sport) . 

In  order  to  ski  one  chooses  a  high  hill.  The 
higher  and  steeper  the  better,  for  once  you  start 
nothing  much  matters  and  you  might  as  well  have 
the  satisfaction  of  having  died  game. 

Standing  on  the  top  of  the  hill  looking  down  the 
thousands  of  feet  to  the  level  fifty  feet  below,  a 
person  with  a  hint  of  a  philosophical  mind  be- 
comes the  living  incarnation  of  all  dead  thinkers. 
He  stands  and  stands.  Part  of  the  time  he 
thinks  but,  as  the  level  fifty  feet  below  recedes 
mile  after  mile  toward  the  centre  of  the  earth, 
thinking  becomes  too  awful,  too  terrible  and  he 
just  stands. 

He  is  supposed  to  be  enjoying  himself. 
As  long  as  he  stands,  he  is. 

A  tall  and  shape- 
ly     person      might 
stand  thus  and  en- 
joy himself  indefin- 
itely, knowing  that 
his      dark      brown 
tweed  sport  silhou- 
ette stood  in  fine  re- 
lief     against      the 
snow    white    snow, 
but     we     ourselves 
are    built    close    to 
the      ground      and 
bulge. 
We  even  bulge  in  a  dinner  jacket  so  that  certain 
dress  planes,  intended  by  the  tailor's  God  to  func- 
tion in  the  perpendicular,  are  usually  in  the  hori- 
zontal.    Our  clothes  never  hang,  they  jut. 


ENJOYMENT 


Even  a  stern  acquaintance  with  our  figure  har. 
never  steeled  us  against  a  fleeting  glance  of  our- 
self,  caught  in  a  ball  room  mirror,  cavorting 
about,  round  and  solemn,  our  clothes  like  an 
Egyptian  Dancer's  hands. 

We  mention  dancing  because  it  is  another  of 
those  diversions  with  a  sister  purpose  to  ski-ing. 
It  is  maintained  by  the  Tailors,  Musicians,  Cater- 
ers and  Taxi  Cab  Drivers  Amalgamated  Filching 
Association. 

And  us,  in  a  sport  suit  ....  (this  Well's  stuff 
should  be  taken  with  a  rising  inflection  and  a  coy 
gesture). 

With  knickers 

Even  the  enjoyment  of  standing,  biting  the  end 
of  bamboo  tripping  stick,  could  not  be  enjoyed. 
Far  better  to  take  a  long  breath,  shove  off  and 
hope  against  hope  that  we  might  reach  the  valley 
floor,  now  countless  miles  beneath  us,  with  noth- 
ing worse  than  a  broken  neck  or  two. 

But  to  stand  any  longer 
with   the  burning  knowl- 

redge  of  our  green  knick- 
Q^-tj/  ers    exposed    against    the 

hill-top  sky,  so  that  we 
looked  like  a  whole  pla- 
toon of  Orpen's  jockeys, 
took  even  greater  courage 
than  setting  forth  to  a 
certain  and  not  highly  en- 
joyable death. 
We  were  aided  in  this  cowardly  resolve  by  our 
friend.  (This  illustrates  the  necessity  of  having 
two  players — one  player  is  needed  to  push  the 
other  player  off  the  hill.  This  is  called  dealing, 
and  two  or  more  ski-ers  are  called  a  deck) . 

Our  friend  crept  up  behind  us,  uttered  a  de- 
risive shriek  and  pushed  us  off.    For  an  instant, 


WAITING 
TO  BE  DEALT 


A  DECK  OF  SKI-ERS 

or  better,  a  small  fraction  of  an  instant,  we  felt 
that  next  to  life  itself  the  sweetest  thing  would 
be  to  kill  our  friend.  We  even  drew  a  swift  men- 
tal picture  of  him,  wearing  ten  suits  of  sport 
clothes  and  wrapped  securely  in  a  dozen  skis 
falling  from  a  Angry  Himalayan. 


But  only  for  an  instant.  The  hill  bent  too 
quickly  and  our  skis  were  too  well  greased  for  us 
to  entertain  any  very  violent  emotions  concerning 
anyone  but  ourself.  We  even  left  our  tripping 
stick  embedded  in  the  snow.  But  we  found  later 
that  we  didn't  need  it.  Our  center  of  gravity 
supered  very  nicely. 

An  artist  by  trade,  we  had  a  wistful  moment 
when  we  thought  of  our  undecorative  exit  from 
this  plane.  Our  green  knickers  flapped  behind  us 
and  our  sports  coat  stood  out  straight.  We  soon 
saw  that  even  that  did  not  matter.  We  were  go- 
ing too  rapidly  for  anyone  to  see  us,  anyway. 

And  then  came  a  glor- 
ious, earth  free  moment 
.  .  .  We  knew  for  the 
first  time  the  sensation  of 
a  five  point  nine  or  a  soi- 
xante  quinze  seeking  its 
nest.  We  exulted.  The 
world  was  ours  and  we 
shrieked  in  terror  at  the 
knowledge. 

The    valley    floor    was 
rushing  to  meet  us  when 
our  skis,  lonely  to  be  so 
far  apart  and  probably  as 
timid   as   we   were   about 
the  whole  affair,  develop- 
ed a  sentimental  fondness 
for  each  other.    We  flexed 
our  calf  and  twitched  our 
thigh  but  closer  and  clos- 
er the  points  of  the  skis 
drew  to  each  other. 
There  was  one  quivering  moment  when  we  be- 
lieved that  we  might,  by  a  Herculean  effort,  part 
them.    We  were  wrong.    They  embraced. 

The  sport  suit  is  very  poorly  built.  It  allows 
tons  of  snow  to  get  down  the  neck  and  the  trous- 
ers legs  should  be  of  different  colors.  The  right 
one  should  be  green  and  left  one  red  so  that  a 
ski-er  might  find  out  which  was  which. 

There  is  no  right 
or  left  to  a  ski,  you 
know,  and  after  we 
were  forcibly  stop- 
ped exhulting,  it  took 
us  a  good  half  hour 
to  find  out  which  leg 
was  which  limb.  We 
finally  solved  the 
problem  by  starting 
at  our  hip  and  work- 
ing down,  but  that 
is,  at  best,  a  difficult 
method. 
Having  unwound  ourselves  from  a  very  realistic 
imitation  of  the  Laocoon,  we  rose  to  our  feet  and 


THAT  FIVE 
POINT  NINE 
SENSATION 


looked  back  on  our  descent.  Our  friend  was  lean- 
ing on  our  tripping  cane  at  the  top  of  the  hill, 
standing  very  still,  happy  and  quiet,  waiting  for 
us  to  come  to  him  and  shove  him  off. 

There  is  little  snow  around  these  parts  this 
winter.  Tt  is  unfortunate,  for  we  are  sure  we  have 
enlisted  many  devotees  to  the  game  of  ski-ing. 
This  is  a  flat  country  too.  But  all  the  sensations 
can  be  gained  with  much  less  expense  by  climbing 
to  the  top  of  any  high  building  and  leaping  into 
a  frozen  pond. 
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THE  DOUBLE  CROSS 


THIS  ONE  GOES  OVER  OUR  HEADS. 

Hi :   I  was  run  over  by  an  auto  last  night. 

Brow :    Hurt  ? 

Hi:    No,  I  was  under  a  bridge. 


THAT  TODDLE. 

There  is  greatest  consternation, 

O'er  the  latest  innovation 

That  has  almost  made  each  patroness  go  mad. 

They  cannot  see  the  pleasure, 

Though  you  think  it  is  a  treasure — 

Just  to  "Toddle"  all  the  evening  makes  you  glad. 

Now  the  "Shimmie"  was  tabooed, 

And  the  maid  considered  rude, 

Who  would  dare  to  dance  that  vulgar  "cheek  to 

cheek," 
But  we  never  thought  a  minute, 
That  they'd  try  to  draw  the  limit, 
And  would  call  the  simple  "Toddle"  dance  a  freak. 

There's  a  certain  little  jiggle, 

But  not  that  awful  wriggle, 

That  might  warrant  patronesses  to  complain, 

No  dips  or  hair-breadth  slides, 

Or  those  wretched  lengthy  glides, 

Just  a  simple  childish  "Toddle"  all  the  same. 

What's  the  use  of  all  the  worry, 

Gray-haired  ladies  in  a  flurry, 

Over  such  a  simple  little  thing  as  "jazz," 

For  through  all  the  different  ages 

There's  a  class  that  always  rages 

And  feels  it's  done  its  duty  when  it  has. 


CURRANT  TOPICS. 

I  was  sitting 

The  other 

Day  at  dinner  in 

Hart  House,  when  a 

Man  at  the 

Other  end  of  the  table 

Asked  for 

The  Currant  Bread. 

When  it  was  passed  to 

Him  there  were  four 

Pieces  on  the  plate. 

He  took  them  all. 

He  must  like 

Currant  Bread. 


The  same  day 

I  heard 

Two  girls  talking — 

One  said, 

Oh,  my  dear, 

It  was 

Simply  terrible — 

He  couldn't  dance : 

Didn't  know  any 

Good  stories — 

We  WALKED  home ; 

And  when  we 

Eventually  got  there 

He  didn't  even 

Kiss  me 

Good-Night!" 

I  think 

They  both  need 

"A  MOTHER." 


Archie— I  MAKE  MY  HOOCH  OUT  OF  PRUNES.    CALL  IT  PRU- 

NEL. 

Bald— I  MAKE  MINE  OUT  OF  RAISINS.     IT'S   TO   BE  CALLED 
RAISINELL. 


Providuns  Pertecks  the  Wurkin  Girl 

BY  LIZZIE  LEWIS. 
That  rote  up  the  Hevunly  Luver  and  sevrul  others. 

Humudly  hot  uv  a  friday  afternoon  durin  a  sweltrun  July  day  at  Lichstines  apartments  stor. 
Nere  overcum  Clorine  de  la  Camisole,  bewtiful  an  honust  salegirl  wich  makes  her  own  close,  side, 
an  sez — "i  wil  sertunly  sucum,  my  fores  an  strenth  hav  weekend  by  the  strane,  but  wut  wil  becum 
uv  my  pore  invalud  crippled  from  berth  brother  Benny  alas  wos  is  me." 

Twuz  then  ah!  she  seen  Him;  the  him  uv  her  dreems  tal  an  stateliness  an  his  sturn  i's  wich 
as  wel  show  a  kinely  gleme  in  the  corners.  She  new  he  wuz  her  sole  mate  an  she  felt  her  spirut  rush 
to  meet  hiz  in  the  isle  besides  the  sox  an  suspendurs  counter.  Yea,  he  cums  tords  her  an  sez  with 
husky  voys  in  extensiv  sweetnus.  "i  am  Edaward  Van  Edwards,  sun  uv  the  millunair  pleas  I  ask 
wich  is  the  $1.09  silks  stockins  fur  ladies  an  wut  is  yer  name  an  address.  She  murmurs,  "wut  sighs, 
it  is  Clorine  de  la  Camisole  upstares  in  a  tenumint  besides  the  rivur."  Stamerin  he  blushes:  in  a 
days  she  wates  on  him,  feeling  the  both  the  entrunce  of  true  luv  an  romans  to  there  lives 

Time  has  went  by;  they  hav  becum  wedded  lawful  husband  an  wive;  Benny  wuz  miraclusly 
made  hole  an  is  takin  corses  thru  Harvard  Yale  an  Princetown  fer  his  futur  live. 

Sech  is  the  rewards  uv  honust  purpus. 
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LAST  month  GOBLIN  made  his  first  public  appearance,  and,  as  the  majority  of  our  readers  prob- 
ably know,  the  little  fellow  met  with  considerable  approbation.  The  enthusiasm  and  support 
of  the  University  as  a  whole  was  of  that  nature  for  which  we  had  hoped  in  our  project  of  in- 
troducing GOBLIN  to  the  undergraduate  world,  and,  provided  that  we  may  count  upon  a  continu- 
ance of  this  interest,  his  success  is  assured.  It  is  the  earnest  desire  of  the  editors  to  see  GOBLIN 
grow  and  flourish  and  become  a  real  credit  to  our  Alma  Mater;  but,  remember  that  GOBLIN  is 
YOUR  magazine.    Whether  or  not  this  goal  be  realized  rests  more  nearly  with  you  than  with  us. 


A  NOTEWORTHY  article  in  an  issue  of  Munsey's  some  years  ago,  deplored  the  lack  of  humour 
in  Canada.     "Canadians  have  a  natural  antipathy  to  a  joke,"  it  says.     "Imagine  a  land  of 
nearly  four  million  square  miles  with  not  one  comic  paper.    If  a  Canadian  writer  does  pen  a 
humourous  article  in  a  moment  of  weakness,  he  is  obliged  to  send  it  out  anonymously." 

But  really  we  Canadians  have  a  sense  of  humour;  the  fact  that  large  audiences  laugh  nightly  at 
the  average  vaudeville  jokes  of  the  five-a-day,  surely  proves  that  we  are  everlastingly  on  the  lookout 
for  the  elusive  laugh-producer.  And  slowly  but  surely  we  are  producing  funny  writers.  Stephen 
Leacock,  considered  the  humourist  of  the  American  continent,  is  a  Canadian ;  Peter  McArthur  and 
P.  0.  D.  are  the  equal  of  most  of  their  contemporaries,  and  Marie  Dressier,  one  of  the  funniest  of 
present-day  actresses,  also  boasts  the  Land  of  the  Maples  as  her  birthplace. 

f_  OBLIN  is  constantly  in  search  of  new  material  and  new  contributors.  A  new  contribution,  as 
^"^  we  have  before  intimated,  is  a  signal  for  the  doxology  on  the  part  of  the  editorial  staff.  Orig- 
inality is  greeted  as  heartily  as  a  birthday  cheque  or  a  quart  of  Black  and  White.  Please,  however, 
do  not  send  us  matter  culled  from  other  publications.  Our  exchanges  can  be  depended  upon  for  such 
material.  We  cannot  help  but  admire  the  zeal  of  one  would-be  contributor,  who  must  have  spent 
considerable  time  laboriously  copying  out,  verbatim,  a  set  cf  jokes  in  an  almanac  issued  by  a  varnish 
company.  His  effort,  however,  would  perhaps  have  been  more  appreciated  had  not  the  varnish  com- 
pany also  sent  us  a  copy  of  their  almanac,  and  had  not  both  communications  arrived  by  the  same 
mail. 

Originality  should  be  the  first  care  of  a  humourous  publication,  and  a  literary  pirate  is  as  little 
in  demand  as  Bob  Edwards'  Annual  in  a  Sunday  School  library. 


Results 


of  the  March  Competitions 


GOBLIN  has  finally  decided  on  the  winning  contributions  for  the  March  issue.       The  work  of 
elimination  would  have  been  a  splendid  opportunity  for  the  late  Mr.  Job,  as  there  were  over 
two  hundred  competitors.     The  0.  C.  Contribs,  however,  dived  into  the  pile  and  came  up 
with  the  following  results. 

Art  Prize — H.  A.  Mclntyre,  S.P.S.  (who  was  also  awarded  a  position  on  the  Art  staff).  He 
assumes  full  responsibility  for  "Ask  the  man  who  owns  one,"  as  well  as  several  other  drawings. 

Article  or  Short  Story — E.  I.  C,  Knox  College,  who  prefers  to  remain  anonymous.  E.  I.  C.  is  the 
author  of  "The  Self-Appointed  Humourist." 

And  now  for  the  Original  Joke — Joe  Taylor,  U.  C.  cops  the  prize  with  his  want  ads.,  which  will 
be  found  in  "THE  ONION  SKIN." 

Several  unusually  good  jokes  and  illustrations  were  not  eligible  for  the  prizes,  as  they  came  from 
grads  or  outsiders.  To  all  such  contributors  GOBLIN  tenders  his  hearty  thanks,  especially  to  those 
from  Queen's  and  other  Universities. 
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THE  EVOLUTION  OF  THE  UNDERGRADUETTE 


FRESH. 


SOPH. 


JUNIOR. 


SENIOR. 


THE  SWEETEST  WORDS  IN  THE   ENGLISH 
LANGUAGE. 

Being  a  Philosophy  of  Life. 

When  you're  six — 

"Willie  Brown,  you' can  go  up  to  the  head 
of  the  class." 

When  you're  fourteen — 

"Gosh,  Bill  Brown  ken  fight!  He  beat  up 
'Red'  Jones  yestiddy." 

When  you're  eighteen — 

"Yes,  Son,  I  guess  you  can  take  the  car 
out  to-night  if  you're  careful." 

When  you're  twenty-five — 

" and  then  we'll  built  a  nice  li'l  bunga- 
low with  green  shutters,  and  a  big  veran- 
dah and  a  hammock  and  everything." 

When  you're  twenty-eight — 
"Pa-pa  love  baby?" 

When  you're  thirty-five— 

"Mr.  Brown,  it  gives  us  great  pleasure  to 
appoint  you  managing  director,  with  a  sal- 
ary of  $10,000,  beginning  January  the 
first." 

When  you're  sixty — 

"Grand-pa  love  baby?" 

When  you're  seventy-five — 

" Now,  when  I  was  young,  I  could,  etc., 

etc." 


HAIR-RAISING. 

Hari :     "John  is  raising  Belgian  Hares." 
Kari:     "Oh,  could  you  say  he  had  a  Belgian 
harem  ?" 


"Heaving  a  Si,"  muttered  the  traveller  as  the 
enraged  bull  tossed  the  farmer  over  the  fence. 


THE  REWARD  OF  VIRTUE. 

My  Friend,  there  is  no  satisfaction  like  unto 
that  which  follows  the  performing  of  a  noble  deed. 
How  easy  it  is  to  help  others  and  the  same  time 
help  oneself! 

The  other  day  I  met  a  woman  crying  bitterly ; 
in  her  arms  she  carried  a  child. 

"My  dear  woman,"  said  I,  accosting  her,  "What 
is  the  trouble?" 

"I  want  to  Christen  my  child,"  she  sobbed,  "But 
T  haven't  two  dollars  to  pay  the  minister." 

"Never  mind,"  said  I,  "Here  is  a  five-dollar  bill. 
Go,  christen  the  infant  and  bring  me  the  change.'' 

A  short  time  elapsed  and  the  woman  returned 
with  the  change,  thanking  me  fervently. 

So  you  see,  my  friend,  by  the  one  little  action 
I  made  three  people  happy.  The  mother  was  hap- 
py because  her  child  was  christened;  the  minister 
was  happy  because  he  got  his  two  dollars,  and  I 
was  happy — because  the  bill  was  counterfeit. 


ii£g& 


"Save  the  surface  and 


you 


save  all 


^3ii3^ 


EXTASE. 

The  trees  bend  in  the  wind; 

The  leaves  whisper  gently. 

The  moon,  big,  round  and  yellow, 

Silhouetted  against  the  jagged  black 

Of  the  house  tops, 

Is  blurred  by  the  smoke  of  the  great  city. 

The  night  bird  winds  in  plaintive  melody 

And  across  the  railroad  yards, 

Streaked  by  shining  rails, 

Comes  the  long,  melancholy  clang 

Of  a  locomotive 

Eugene  held  her  breath  and  sighed  amourously. 

"God  has  been  very  good,"  she  cried  at  last. 

The  shriek  of  the  locomotive 

Died  away  faintly. 

Deftly  shifting  her  gum  to  the  other  cheek, 

Daintily  lifting  herself  out  of  the  ash-can, 

And  stabbing  herself  in  the  left  pulmonary, 

She  died. 

—Thank  God! 


"Yes,"   said  the  professor  at  11.49  a.m.,   "as 
Lady  Godiva  is  reported  to  have  said  towards  the         Ed : 
end  of  her  famous  ride,  'I  am  nearing  my  close.'  "         Ned: 


'It's  a  nice  day.  don't  you  think?' 
"No,  not  on  a  nice  day." 


THE    ARTS    BAWL 


NOCTURNE. 

Night! 
Bright 
Moon- 
Light. 
Maiden 
Slight. 
Fellow 
Tight. 
Shrieks! 
Flight. 


THERE'S  A  REA- 
SON. 

In  the  spring  a 
young  man's  fancy 
lightly  turns  to 
thoughts  of — summer 
underwear. 


A    HOWLING     SUCCESS 


GETTING  HER  "  T  " 


SEMPER  IDEM. 


Rip  Van  Winkle  upon  awaking  from  his  twenty 
years'  sleep,  called  loudly  for  his  dog,  Wolf,  but 
that  faithful  hound,  having  long  since  been  gath- 
ered to  his  fore-pas,  failed  to  answer. 

However,  the  Goblin  appeared. 

"Tell  me,  Goblin,"  asked  Rip,  "has  the  Toronto 
Union  Station  been  completed  yet?" 

"Not  yet,  sir,"  replied  our  representative. 

"Is  Tommy  Church  still  Mayor  of  Toronto?" 

"Indeed,  yes,  who  else  could  be  ?"  answered  the 
Goblin. 

"Has,"  and  the  old  man's  voice  quavered,  "has 
Bernhardt  made  her  last  farewell  yet?" 

"Not  yet,"  replied  the  Goblin,  "but " 

"  'Sno  use,"  muttered  His  Nibs,  rolling  over  for 
another  twenty  years. 


BLIND  MAN'S  BLUFF 

Cohen  had  a  clothes'  store, 

With  suits  of  every  kind, 
But  the  sun  was  spoiling  all  his  stock, 

Said  he,  "I'll  buy  a  blind." 

Now  blinds  are  most  expensive, 

But  one  he  had  to  get; 
It  cost  him  many  dollars, 

And  they  say  he's  fretting  yet. 

But  soon  he  started  scheming, 
(He  had  a  scheming  mind)  : 
Said  he,  "Some  one  has  got  to  pay 
For  that  expensive  blind." 

And  so  he  made  a  little  box, 

And  on  a  card  behind — 
These  words  were  boldly  written  on: 
"COLLECTION  FOR  THE  BLIND. 


Drunk  (seeing  Queen  St.  car  coming  up  Yonge 
St.  at  2  a.m.) — "G-Gosh,  there's  another  little 
Queen  gone  wrong." 


FROM  THE  CORNELL  WIDOW. 

A  Goblin  came  down  from  across  the  line, 

And  made  the  Widow  a  call; 
To  the  Boudoir  here  he  brought  his  cheer, 
And  made  her  laugh  at  his  antics  queer, 

His  funny  ways  and  all. 

He  hopped  right  out  of  the  mailman's  bag, 

Like  he  knew  just  where  to  go; 
And  this  sprightly  elf  then  perched  himself 
On  the  very  tip  edge  of  the  Boudoir  shelf, 

And  rocked  there  to  and  fro. 

He  regaled  the  Widow  with  jokes  and  rhymes 

A  humorous  sermon,  too; 
And  she  liked  each  word  of  his  talk  absurd, 
And  proclaimed  it  the  best  she  had  ever  heard  — 

And  she  laughed  when  he  was  through. 


Now  the  Widow  hopes  in  her  Widowish  way, 

That  the  Goblin  will  live  and  thrive; 
For  she's  lost  her  heart  (or  at  least  the  part 
Not  lost  to  her  own  devotees  of  art) , 
To  this  funniest  fellow  alive. 


HERE'S    TO    THE    CENSORS! 


APHRODITE  IN  NEW  YORK 


IN  TORONTO 


"THE    SELF-APPOINTED    HUMORIST/' 
By  One  Who  Knows  Him. 


Some  are  born  with  a  sense  of  humor,  others 
acquire  one  by  faithfully  absorbing  the  comic 
supplements  and  patent  medicine  almanacs,  but 
the  majority  of  us  have  humor  thrust  upon  us. 
There  is  always  some  blithe  spirit  leaning  out  of 
a  third  storey  window  to  shed  a  little  sunshine 
upon  our  care-worn  soul,  and  a  gallon  of  cold 
water  on  our  new  hat.  There  is  always  the 
thoughtful  soul  who  has  prepared,  as  it  were,  a 
place  for  us  by  improving  the  shining  hours  of 
our  absence  to  turn  our  downy  couch  into  what  is 
termed  in  the  vernacular — a  French  bed.  These 
and  a  myriad  other  solicitous  attentions,  we  at 
first  accept  gratefully.  It  moves  us,  possibly,  to 
know  that,  though  gone,  we  have  not  been  for- 
gotten. These  tender  offices  we  may  even  deem 
a  tribute  to  our  magnetic  personality.  Later  they 
begin  to  pall  upon  us. 

There  is  no  escape  from  the  scourge  of  the 
merry  jester.  If  we  submit  with  delighted  chuck- 
les to  being  removed  from  our  two  sheets  and  a 
blanket  at  the  witching  hour  of  2  a.m.  and  jam- 


med unceremoniously  beneath  the  tap,  our  assail- 
ants reflect,  "Well,  he's  easy" — and  they  return 
yet  again.  Do  we  resist  violently  and  invoke  exe- 
crations upon  them  and  all  their  generation?  They 
are  deeply  offended,  brand  us  "a  poor  sport"— 
and  call  again.  So  this  is  why,  "though  ill  at 
ease,"  owing  to  numerous  bruises  and  abrasions 
impartially  besprent  over  this  mortal  coil  from 
epic  struggles  which  terminated  in  denting  the 
mosaic  with  our  funny-bone,  with  racking  coughs 
begotten  of  involuntary  immersions,  and  a  mou- 
stache nipped  so  to  speak,  in  the  very  bud  of  its 
youthful  promise,  we  sit  down  to  analyse  the 
cause  of  these  pangs — the  man  with  a  sense  of 
humor. 

Obviously  the  born  humorist  is  aware  of  his 
talent.  He  does  not  hide  his  light  "under  a 
bushel" — rather  he  uses  it  as  a  miniature  search- 
light when  amorous  couples  pass  beneath  his  win- 
dow. Conscious  that  he  has  a  mission  to  perform 
in  the  world,  he  wills  not  that  those  less  humor- 
ously endowed  should  pursue  the  drnh  monotonv 


of  their  way  without  some  heartening  mirth.  He 
never  lets  pass  the  opportunity  to  spring  upon  you 
the  gag  he  heard  at  "the  matinee."  He  leads  the 
peals  of  silvery  laughter  when  you  fall  into  the 
trap.  But  if  you  get  in  what  you  know  to  be  a 
truly  scintillating  bit  of  repartee,  he  is  the  first 
to  remark  that  he  kicked  the  slats  out  of  his 
cradle  when  he  first  heard  that  one.  For  this  is 
one  of  his  attributes — to  feel  that  the  cap  and 
1  ells  have  descended  upon  him  by  divine  right 
and  he  alone  may  resurrect  the  hoary  chestnuts 
of  the  past.  His  privilege  it  is  to  put  salt  in  your 
tea.  That  is  excruciatingly  funny.  Your  effort 
to  retaliate  by  insinuating  vinegar  into  his  dish 
of  prunes  arouses  his  wrath  and  scorn.  You  are 
made  to  realize  that  you  have  done  a  puerile  thing, 
void  of  the  subtle  piquancy  which  marked  his 
finesse  in  stealthily  placing  the  butter-plate  on 
your  chair,  while  you  were  harpooning  the  bread 
some  ten  feet  away. 

Yet,  "why  further  seek  his  merits  to  disclose?" 
Nemesis  in  the  end  overtakes  him.  Comes  the 
day  that,  when  he  says,  "That  reminds  me  of  Pat 
and  Mike" — the  assembled  thousands  no  longer 
rend  the  air  with  loud  guffaws,  but  somebody 
quietly  opens  the  bathroom  door  and  with  beauti- 
ful unanimity  the  rest  fall  upon  him.  Or,  may- 
hap, he  comes  in  some  night  to  find  his  bed  clothes 
suspended  from  the  roof,  his  bed  dismantled  and 
in  the  basement,  his  dresser  emptied  and  the  con- 
tents locked  in  his  closet  and  the  key  hidden.  His 
ties  are  knotted  together  into  a  gaudy  chaplet  and 
the  latter  end  of  his  shirt  sewn  into  the  first.  A 
delicate  aroma  of  potent  cheese  is  wafted  from 
the  fancy  box  where  he  left  his  purple  handker- 
chiefs. His  room  looks  like  Neuville  St.  Vaast 
after  the  bombardment.  With  chastened  heart  he 
cellects  the  remnants  of  his  worldly  goods  and 
dries  his  pyjamas  on  the  radiator.  He  reflects 
painfully  that  the  world  is  slow  to  recognize  gen- 
ius. Is  he  cured?  Hear  him  at  breakfast  next 
morning,  before  he  has  got  the  milk  on  his  Corn 
Flakes,  "Say,  Bill,  do  you  know  why  the  City 
Dairy  always  keep  white  horses?  ...  To 
draw  their  wagons.    Ha!  ha!  ha!" 


GIVING  HlM  THE  COLD  SHOULDER 

i! 

"A  stiff  sentence,"  said  the  murderer,  as  the 
judge  imposed  the  death  penalty. 


A  woodland  scene  at  close  of  day, 
Black  branches  of  the  forest  sway. 

Leaf-laden,  down  the  solemn  aisle 
Where  sets  the  sun.    We  sit  a  while, 


American  Visitor — What  does  O.  T.  A.  mean? 
Native  Son — Six  dollars  a  quart  for  Rye. 


Warm  hand  in  hand,  remote  from  fear. 
Sweet  notes  steal  softly  to  our  ear 

From  some  strange  orchestra.    Ah  me! 
Your  soul  and  mine  speak  tenderly. 

While  thus  we  sat,  two  figures  came 
And  kissed  within  the  sunset  flame.  .  .  . 

You  grabbed  your  furs,  ?.nd  said  "Let's  go; 
This  fade-out  ends  the  evening  show." 


The  maid  before  her  mirror  sat, 
Her  long  straight  hair  she  eyed 

Beside  her  lay  the  clippers  bold, 
She  took  them  up  and  cried: 


BOBBED. 


But  still  she  with  her  scissors  toyed, 
The  charms  of  bobbed  hair  grew, 

"I'll  have  a  longer  time  to  sleep, 
'Twill  help  my  beauty  too." 


"Will  I  look  well  with  Dutch  cut? 

Will  I  look  'coy  and  sweet?' 
Alas!  my  face  is  round  and  fat, 

The  act  is  indiscreet — " 


Long  hair  is  just  tradition, 

And  I'm  no  slave  to  it! 
Forthwith  she  poised  her  scissors 

And  gave  a  mighty  snip! 


STOUT  IADY  IN  THE  BACKGROUND— THAT  REMINDS  ME,  ADOLPHUS-FREDERICK, 
HAVE  YOU  YOUR  RED  FLANNELS  ON  ? 


The  Co-eds  Lament. 
What's  the  use  o'  livin'? 

Aim  no  aim. 
What's  the  use  o'  thinkin" 

Only  pain. 
What's  the  use  o'  kissin'? 

He'd  just  tell. 
What's  the  use  o'  anvthin'' 
— O,  Hell.  ' 
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A  FIRST  NATIONAL 
ATTRACTION  " 


A  BAS  LES  FEMMES. 

To  these  halls  of  erudition, 

With  a  heaven-born  ambition, 
In  those  palmy  golden  days,  my  freshman  year, 

In  my  innocence  I  wandered, 

And  on  lofty  dreams  I  pondered, 
Saying,  "Here  I  carve  myself  a  vast  career." 

But  I  now  must  make  confession, 

That  I  suffer  dire  depression; 
Disillusionment  has  filled  my  soul  with  hate, 

For  I  hied  me  down  to  college 

To  imbibe  from  wells  of  knowledge, 
And  I  find  the  truth  too  late,  alas,  too  late. 

It  appears  that  all  my  chances 
Must  be  staked  on  high-brow  dances, 

Where  I  masquerade  in  cutaways  and  starch, 
While  I  trip  the  light  fantastic 
In  the  modern  "valse  gymastique," 

With  some  maiden  who  is  sweetly,  shrewdly  arch. 

Now  I  urge  that  halls  scholastic, 

Should  be  kept  severe,  monastic. 
Ever  void  of  wily  woman's  fatal  taint. 

So  I  make  this  peroration 

To  condemn  co-education — 
Let  us  free  ourselves  from  Powder,  Rouge  and  Paint. 


May 

Not 


A  CLEAN  JOKE. 

I  hold  your  Palm  Olive' 
on  your  Life  Buoy! 


THE  END  OF  THE  TRAIL. 

Shed  all  your  tears 
For  little  Myron, 
Who  didn't  hear 

The  fire-chief's  siren! 
— Encanto  Evening 
Telegram. 

Soft  music  now 

For  Edward  Wright, 
Who  trod  upon 

Some  dynamite. 

— Milpitas  Statesman. 

Half-mast  the  flags 
For  Ensign  Speedo, 

Who  bumped  into 
A  live  torpedo. 
— Venice  Argonaut. 

The  hearse  dragged  off 
Augustus  Moeler, 

Who  argued  with 
A  big  steam  roller! 
— California  Pelican. 

His  family  ween 
For  Johnny  Rumpt, 

Who  from  a  biplane 
Calmly  jumped. 


"Bunk,"  muttered  the    sailor 
;  he  climbed  into  bed. 


Jill  and  Jack,  sat  at  the  back 
Of  the  moving  picture  show. 

Um-um-m  ?    Um-um-m ! 

You've  tried  it,  so  you  know. 


NO  KICK! 

He's  a  rum  runner. 
You  don't  say  so! 
Yes,  he  only  managed  to  fin 
ish  fifth  in  the  half-mile. 
Oh! 


Tin  Goblin 


VY/E  WISH  every  maiden  to 

know    that   when    her 

"man"  or  "boy  friend"  (as  she 

may  call  him)  comes  bearing  a  gift 

of    Neilson's     Chocolates,     he    is 

bringing  to  her  the  most  delicious 

sweetmeats  „that  money   can    buy. 

And     we     wish     men    to     know     that, 

whether  they  personally  care  about 

chocolates  or  not,  there  is  nothing 

they  can  take  to  a    maiden  that 

will  so  gratify  her  taste  for  really 

fine  confectionery  as  will  a  box 

of  Neilson's  Chocolates. 


"  The  Chocolates  that  ere  Different" 


The  Goblin 


THE  ONION  SKIN 


Private  Stock  Quotations: 
Mont'l  Exchange s2.2> 
Bootleggers      -      $6.00 


Read  it  and  Weep 

Member  Dampunk  News  Service 


Weather  : 
Frequent 


THIEVES   RANSACK   POLICE   STATION!! 

PRECOCIOUS  PRISONER 
PLEADS  PROHIBITION 


DEFEATED  BY  VARR 
CITY,  ARGONES  LOSE 
THRILLING  CONTEST 

Defeating  their  beaten  opponents 
by  a  decisive  majority,  the  VarrCity 
puck-chasers  were  returned  winners 
in  their  game  in  the  local  Mutual  St. 
Ice  Palace  last  night. 

Manager  Kail,  while  he  admitted 
that  his  team  were  beaten  by  a  bet- 
ter team,  still  maintained  that  his 
own  men  were  superior.  He  declared 
that  had  the  score  been  reversed  the 
Argonnes  would  have  been  victori- 
ous. The  game  was  clean  throughout 
except  for  a  general  tendency  of  both 
teams,  to  mix  it  up  on  every  occasion. 

Arson  burnt  up  the  ice  with  his 
speed,  and  was  one  of  the  best  centre 
players  in  the  rink. 

Although  no  excuses  were  offered 
for  their  defeat,  the  management  of 
the  team  stated  that  the  unexpected 
glare  of  the  bright  light  dazzled  the 
players,  and  slowed  them  up,  and  the 
pawn  tickets  to  all  our  skates  had 
been  stolen.  None  of  the  regular 
team  turned  up. 


Leaders  in  the  Weston  Clean-Up 


Coroner  is  Absent 

At  Stable  Inquest 

Harvey  X.  Stables,  of  Stablesville, 
who,  it  will  be  remembered,  ran  wild 
with  his  little  red  aeroplane  in  the 
fall  of  1895,  failed  again  to  appear 
at  the  coroner's  inquest  of  yesterday. 
The  coroner  himself  was  not  present, 
either,  but  sent  a  communication  to 
the  effect  that,  since  business  was  not 
so  dead  as  usual,  he  would  be  able  to 
come  only  to  every  tenth  meeting  of 
the  inquest  hereafter. 


This  Week 

at 

THE  PESTHOUSE  THEATRE 

David  Tabasco  Presents 

MARG.  ASQUITH 

in 
"Polly  with  a  Past" 
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Miss  Amarilla  Giggleswick  and 
Edward  Beatus,  J. P.,  prominent 
in  campaign  against  crime  in 
the   Weston   Red   Light   district 

Brewery  in  Deep  Water 

Spence  Falls,  Feb.  24.— (Special.) 
— Trustworthy  reports  indicate  that 
the  Muleskick  Brewery  Co.  will  short- 
ly fall  into  the  hands  of  the  liquidat- 
ors. Mr.  Will  Sell,  manager,  inter- 
viewed to-day  at  his  home  over  the 
Don,  refused  to  commit  himself  fur- 
ther. It  is  rumored  that  the  failure 
is  in  large  measure  due  to  the  prac- 
tise of  watering  the  stock. 


Our  Classified  Ads. 

WILL  SELL — One  pair  of  crepe 
de  chene  spats,  a  bamboo  lawnmower, 
two  jolly  tombstones  and  a  barbed- 
wire  hair  net.  Apply  23  Mustard 
Ave.,  City. 


WANTED— Young  men  to  blend 
false  hair  in  the  daytime  and  deliver 
whisky  in  the  evenings.  Pleasant 
work,  no  references.  Box  1,  The 
Goblin. 


LOST— On  corner  of  King  and 
Yonge  Sts.,  last  Tuesday,  at  noon,  a 
polar  bear  answering  to  the  name  of 
"Gladys."  Finder  may  keep  the  same 
for  fifty  cents.     Box  13,  The  Goblin. 


ATTENTION— Adopt  a  girl.  I 
will  let  you  down  easy.  Fair,  blue- 
eyed,  slight.  Fond  of  Packards  and 
fruit.  Phone  Vanderbilt  -356.  Apart- 
ment B.    Daphne. 


Officers  Suspended 

C  MASHING  their  way  through  the 
***  great  steel  doors  and  numerous 
chairs  and  tables  piled  against  them, 
little  Benny  Spence,  aged  six  and  a 
half,  and  his  younger  sister,  Agatha, 
aged  five,  bi'oke  into  the  Kort  St. 
Police  Station  late  last  night.  Ser- 
geants Smithers  and  Muldoon,  on 
duty  at  the  time,  declared  they  did 
not  see  the  marauders  until  they  had 
been  strapped  to  the  distilled  water 
cooler  by  their  Police  suspenders. 

The  youthful  Jesse  James  then 
ransacked  the  place  and  made  off  with 
several  hundred  dollars  worth  of  lad- 
ies' silk  underwear  and  a  fine  pair  of 
ivory  bones.  As  he  left  with  the 
swag,  Benny  turned  and  said  distinct- 
ly, "Prohibition  has  forced  me  to  take 
this  step." 

*  The  story  of  the  capture  of  the 
thieves  was  told  to  the  Onion  Skin 
by  Morality  Officer  Cohen,  who  made 
the  arrest.  It  appears  that  Benny's 
accomplice  was  induced  to  give  away 
the  secret  of  their  den  by  offers  of 
a  barley  stick  which  ihe  detective  al- 
ways carries  with  him  in  case  of  em- 
ergency. In  company  with  an  officer, 
he  visited  the  dive,  which  was  on 
Binscarth  near  Glen  Road,  and  caught 
the  prisoner  red-handed  in  the  act  of 
smoking  a  cigarette.  It  is  also  stated 
that  the  wretch  was  in  a  state  of 
apple-pie  jag. 

It  is  hoped  that  this  arrest  will 
clear  up  the  mystery  of  the  hose 
wagon  which  did  not  return  to  the 
Fire  Hall  last  Thursday  at  supper 
time,  and  which  was  found  in  the 
possession  of  Reuben  Stax,  of 
Streetsville,  who  was  using  it  as  a 
sold  to  him  by  a  masked  child  for  six 
band  stand.  He  declared  it  had  been 
cents  and  a  drink  of  milk  from  his 
famous  Red  Cow. 

Magistrate  Annys  Lee  Hall,  com- 
menting upon  the  case,  said  to-day 
that  a  stiff  sentence  might  be  expect- 
ed if  the  prisoners  plead  guilty.  He 
even  hinted  at  a  term  at  the  Dingle- 
wood  Home.  "The  heat  of  the  crime 
wave  must  be  squentched,"  he  de- 
clared. 


The  Goblin 


THE  DANSANT  WEDNESDAY    5  c;  SATURDAY 
75c — INCLUDING  CLUB  TEA 


The  Brown  Betty 

42  King  St.  East 
Main  5847 

CLUB  LUNCHES— 40c,  65c  AND  A  LA  CARTE 


DUN  HILL'S 
BRUYERE    PIPES 


The  supreme  satisfaction  in  Pipe  Smoking. 
At  first  class  dealers  everywhere 


HARGRAFT  &  SONS,  LIMITED 

Sole   Canadian   Agents 


"I  had  an  early  ambition  to  be  a  good  writer," 
said  the  forger  as  they  led  him  from  the  court 
room,  "and  now  I  am  beginning  my  first  long  sen- 
tence."— Frivol. 


Biology  Pro. — "Come  now,  can    you    tell    me 
something  about  the  joints?" 

Tres   Fresh — "Sorry,   sir,  but    I'm    quite    a 
stranger  in  town." — The  Brown  Jug. 


"Speaking  of  bathing  in  famous  springs,"  said 
the  tramp  to  the  tourist,  "I  bathed  in  the  spring 
of  '86." 

— Orange  Peel. 


THREE  KILLED  IN  THE  RUSH. 

Geology  Prof. — "As  many  of  the  class  as  are 
interested  are  welcome  to  come  to  my  house  this 
evening  to  assist  me  in  sampling  some  quartz, 
just  arrived  from  Canada." — Gargoyle. 


A  RECORD  BREAKER. 

Flipper — "What's  got  into  Mazie  lately,  that 
makes  her  put  on  airs?" 

Flapper — "She's  selling  records  in  a  music 
shop." — Sun  Dodger. 


A  NATIONAL  NECESSITY 


"National"  Dental  Golds 

Foils,  Ingots,    Plate,   Wire,   Shells,   Solder, 

Gold  Cased  and    Platinized     Gold     Ready 

Made   Bars  and    Bar    Material,    Platinized 

Gold    tor    Casting,    Etc.,    Etc. 

National  Refining  Co. 

REFINERS    AND    ASSAYERS 

34  Ross  Street  -  -  -         TORONTO 


NATIONALITY  IN  THE  EYES  OF  THE  THEATRICAL  MANAGER 


Miss  K.  L.   Humphreys 


the    California  Pelican 


The  Goblin 


ROBERT    ROBERTSON 


Illustrating 
and 

Designing 


193  St.  George  St.        Hill.  774 


Theology  Prof. — "Young-  man,  did  you  ever 
hear  of  the  Heavenly  Arcanta?" 

Stude — "Can't  say  that  I  have.  What  show 
was  she  with?" — Wampus. 


WITH  HER. 

When  first  I  saw  her  she  looked  good 
And  as  I  lost  in  rapture  stood, 
She  gazed  at  me — I  thought  I  would 
Wither. 

When  next  we  met  one  winter  day, 
My  foolish  fears  were  swept  away, 
For  she  smiled  when  she  heard  me  say, 
"Whither?" 

N  )w  summer's  here,  oh  happy  time, 
Each  day  I  find  it  more  sublime, 
Than  I  have  known  before — 'cause  I'm 
With  her!  —Froth. 


He  went  into  the  morgue  and  offered  to  fight 
any  man  in  the  house. — Sun  Dodger. 


"What  a  splendid  fit,"  said  the  tailor,  as  they 
carried  the  epileptic  out  of  his  shop. 

— Record. 


New  Sanitary  Cleaners 

Satisfaction  in  Cleaning,  Pressing  and  Tailoring 

Suits  Dry  Cleaned,  -  -         $1.50 

Pressing,  -  -  -  50c 

Making  Up,   Material  Supplied.         $20.00 

Hanger  free  with  each  suit  pressed 

Canadian  Workmanship 

Phone  College  7266  257  College  St.,  at  Spadina 


ART. 

"Pa,  what's  an  actor?" 

"An  actor,  my  boy,  is  a  person  who  can  walk 
to  the  side  of  a  stage,  peer  into  the  wings  at  a 
group  of  other  actors  waiting  for  their  cues,  a 
number  of  bored  stage  hands  and  a  lot  of  thea- 
trical odds  and  ends  and  exclaim,  'What  a  lovely 
view  there  is  from  this  window!'" 

— Birmingham  Age-Herald. 


After  the  blood  is  cleared  away,  Rot.  N.  Singer 
will  favor  us  by  rendering  that  touching  ballad 
entitled:  "I  Pick  My  Friends,  So  Watch  Your 
Pockets." — Tar  Baby. 


Before  making  a  present  of  a  motor-horn  to  a 
friend,  one  should  previously  find  out  whether  he 
possesses  a  car,  otherwise  it  would  become  an  ac- 
cessory before  the  fact. 

Pan. 
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Bingham's,  Limited 

146  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon  Afternoon  Teas 

11.30—2  p.m.  2.30 -5  p.m. 

Evening  Dinner 

5.00     7.30  p.m. 

Makers  of  "Polly-  lima  Chocolates"    . 

"The   Glad  Candies" 


AND  THEN  THE  FIGHT  STARTED 

Customer — "How  much  for  dis  feefty-dollar 
watch?" 

Pawnbroker  (after  ten-minute  deliberation)  — 
"Two  dollars  und  ten  zents." 

Customer  (angrily) — "Say,  vot  do  you  take  me 
for?" 

Pawnbroker  (giving  the  other  the  o.o.) — "Vun 
dollar  and  ninety-eight  zents." — Sun  Dodger. 


Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast: 
"There  mav  be  car-fare  in  last  summer's  vest.' 
—0.  E.  R.  News. 


"Why  do  you  always  have  dates  with  Phil  on 
Fridav  night?" 

"That's  the  day  for  fish,  isn't  it?" 

— Juggler. 


Dust,  and  lour  Books 


AMONG  the  treasured  possessions  of  your  home,  your  books  occupy 
a  leading  place.     A  well-filled  bookcase  is  a  friend  indeed,   and  a 
friend  worthy  of  every  attention. 

0  A  few  minutes  spent  on  weekly  cleaning  days,  and  the  Premier  will 
remove  every  particle  of  dust  and  dirt  from  your  bookcase.  Discard  the 
antiquated  duster,  which  not  only  compels  you  to  remove  every  book 
from  its  shelf,  dust  and  replace  it,  but  scatters  the  germ-laden  dust  into 
the  air. 

0  We  urge  you  to  visit  your  Dealer,  and  let  him  demonstrate  the  Premier 
for  you.  Ask  him  why  the  Premier  has  three  times  the  power  of  the 
heaviest  machine,  yet  weighs  less  than  12  pounds. 

ffl  The  Premier  is  made  in  two  models — two  types,  one  with  motor-driven 
brush,  the  other  with  suction-driven  brush. 

For  Sale  by  Dealers  everywhere. 
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^^y ELECTRIC  CLEANER 
Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,  Limited 

Head  Office  _-     TORONTO 

Branch  Offices:  Montreal,  Quebec,  Sherbrooke,  Halifax,  Sydney,  St.  John,  Ottawa, 

Hamilton,  London,  Windsor,  Cobalt,  South  Porcupine,  Winnipeg,  Calgary, 

Edmonton,  Nelson,  Vancouver  and  Victoria. 


-an  Adams  product  .particularly  prepared 


Taste  trie  New  Flavor 

If  you  like  spearmint  flavor,  you  will  revel  in 
the  pungency  of  Adams  Spearmint  Chiclets. 

You  won't  be  able  to  resist  this  delicious  combination — 
the  rich,  spicy  tang  of  succulent  spearmint  leaves,  blended 
with  the  crisp,  cool  whiteness  of  pure  sugar  candy.  You 
will  notice,  too,  how  the  candy  coating  intensifies  the 
superfine  spearmint  flavor — prolongs  its  original  goodness 
and  freshness  almost  indefinitely. 
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